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made a cream cheese in the whole course of his life. The
story was too probable not to be true. He was just the old
fool who would make a cream cheese. I secured the chan-
nel of our principal journals. Each morning teemed with
a diatribe against back-stairs' influence, the prejudices of a
nobility who were behind their age, and indignant histories
of the maladministration of court favourites. The evening,
by way of change, brought only an epigram, sometimes a
song. The fashion took: all the youth were on our side.
One day, in imitation of the Tre Giuli, we published a whole
volume of epigrams, all on cream cheeses. The Baroness
was moreover an inimitable caricaturist. The shops were
filled with infinite scenes, in which a ludicrous old fribble,
such as we might fancy a French marquis before the Revo-
lution, was ever committing something irresistibly ridiculous.
In addition to all this, I hired ballad-singers, who were always
chanting in the public walks, and even under the windows
of the palace, the achievements of the unrivalled manufac-
turer of cream cheeses.

In the meantime my father was not idle. He had disco-
vered that the Count de Bragnaes, one of the most influential
nobles in the country, and the great supporter of De Moltke,
was ambitious of becoming secretary for foreign affairs, and
that De Moltke had hesitated in pledging himself to this
arrangement, as he could not perceive how affairs could be
carried on if my father were entirely dismissed. My father
opened a secret negotiation with De Bragnaes, and shook
before his eyes the glittering seals he coveted. De Bragnaes
was a dolt, but my father required only tools, and felt him-
self capable of fulfilling the duties of the whole ministry.
This great secret was not concealed from me. I opposed
the arrangement, not only because De Bragnaes was abso-
lutely inefficient, but because I wished to introduce Baron
Engel into the cabinet.

The post of chief minister had now been three weeks
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